CHAPTER 56 


June 9, 2011 


“Geez... Justin, you look like shit.” 
“| FEEL like shit.” 


Justin groaned as he made his way down the steps from his bedroom, dark rings 
under his bloodshot eyes. Maya had been on the couch playing video games when 
he came down, but she stopped the instant she saw him. He looked like a mess, 
even for someone who just woke up. Justin groaned a bit as he took a seat next to 
Maya, his palm against his head as he tried to cool down his migraine. 


“Bad dream?” Maya questioned, trying to discern what was wrong with Justin. Justin 
blinked slowly; as though trying to force his eyes open. He felt like his eye lids were 
sticking to each other every time he blinked; as though they were unwilling to open 
themselves to reveal the iris below them. He groaned again slightly before speaking 
up; his hand still pressed against his forehead. 


“| don’t think it was a dream...” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Ugh... How do | explain it...” Justin mumbled to himself. Maya was completely out 
of the loop on Justin’s dreams; which was understandable since Justin had thought 
they were over. The problem was that Justin wasn’t quite sure how he should 
explain to Maya that he had forgotten all about her; or that he only remembered 
stuff through these dreams. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings, but it was 
something she probably needed to know if she was going to be living in his house. 
“Basically... | lost my memory... Basically anyone or anything that was involved with 
that... incident... | completely forgot. Including you and Kurt.” 


Maya looked somewhat upset that Justin had forgotten her, even if it was 
unintentional. | mean, sure, she fucked him over big time with that whole mugging 
and mafia thing, but up until then, they had been the best of pals, the two 
musketeers, the dos amigos. Justin apparently noticed how upset she was, given 
that he tried to cover his bases. “N-Not that it was on purpose and | did remember 
later on. | just sorta—“ 


“It’s fine...” Maya interrupted a sigh on her breath. She was still saddened by 
Justin’s proclamation that he had forgotten her, but that wasn’t important right now. 


“Alright... Well, anyway... | started having these weird dreams at night; it started off 
with this one dream, nothing but smoke... And then there was you in the middle of 
all of it. | know it sounds weird, | still haven’t figured out what it was supposed to 


mean myself... But then the dreams started to become clearer. My memories, they 
all started to come back to me through me dreams, every word we spoke to each 
other, every action... And that’s how | ended up finding you again, Maya. With some 
help from Kurt of course.” 


“And now you’re having those dreams again?” 


“Sort of... | don’t remember what happened in this dream at all though. It... It 
looked like me and you... sitting on the top of a roof chatting, but... The things we 
said didn’t make any sense.” 


“| don’t recall ever doing anything with you on a rooftop...” Maya spoke up, slightly 
confused. It could simply be that she didn’t remember, but... Something didn’t 
seem right to her. They almost always hung out in the alley way, so when did they 
ever go up on the roof? Justin sighed slightly. 


“Yeah, | figured as much.” He paused for a moment, staring at the television screen 
on the opposite side of the room. “I'll figure it out. | just need to have another one 
of those dreams before | can start putting the pieces together.” 


“Alright... But if you need help...” Maya passed Justin a look of concern. She still 
wasn’t entirely sure what all this dream nonsense was, so she was a little worried. 
Justin chuckled slightly, though it lacked energy. He hadn’t really had any sleep 
because of his dream, so he was sort of out of it. 


“You'll be there. | know.” Justin smirked slightly. “What game are you playing?” 
“Huh? Oh, | just sorta grabbed the first thing | saw... Let’s see... The Darkness 2.” 


“Oh shit, | haven’t played this in forever.” Justin chuckled slightly to himself, a wide 
grin on his face. He wished he could stay and join in on Maya’s shenanigans, but 
alas, he had to hurry up and get ready for school. “Remember to shoot all the lights 
out.” Justin remarked as he stood up from the couch and made his way upstairs to 
get changed. 


“You’re supposed to do that? Shit...” 


“Oh hey Just- Sweet mother of shit!” 


Justin had just walked into the classroom, just a few minutes before the bell rang for 
homeroom. The rest of the gang had already been there talking about whatever it 
was they talked about when Justin wasn’t around, when Yu noticed Justin making his 
way into the room. At first he was just going to call him over to the conversation, as 
per usual, but then he saw Justin’s black-eye. Yukiko was a bit confused as to what 
Yu was getting worked up over at first, but her jaw practically dropped too once she 
turned her attention over to Justin as he made his way to his seat. 


“Justin...2 What happened?” Yukiko choked up as he took his seat, turning towards 
the rest of the group to join the conversation. Justin passed a very quick glance 
Chie’s way, as to see her reaction. She seemed a little surprised by the black-eye; 
after all, it wasn’t there when she had been beating the ever-loving crap out of him 
the day prior. She didn’t think she had hit him THAT hard. 


“I... Uh... Fell into a doorknob...” Justin stuttered, trying to make an excuse. Figures 
he makes they typical spousal abuse cover up. 


“You are such a liar.” Yosuke smirked from where he was sitting. He already knew 
where Justin had gotten the black-eye from, so Justin’s excuse was laughable at 
best for him. Justin and Chie immediately shot Yosuke a glare, as though to tell him 
he’d be next if he didn’t shut his fucking mouth. That sure as hell shut him up. Justin 
sighed a bit as he turned back to the rest of the group. 


“It’s fine; don’t worry about it.” Yu and Yukiko passed each other slight look of 
concern before shrugging their shoulders and dropping the subject. Justin turned his 
head back over to Chie’s general direction. She didn’t say anything, but Justin could 
tell she was trying to mouth the word ‘sorry.’ Justin just shook his head slightly 
before flicking his hand, as though to say ‘forget about it.’ He really didn’t care if he 
walked around with a black-eye; if anything, it made him look like a badass who got 
into a fistfight. He was a little less forgiving on the state of his balls though. He still 
couldn’t quite feel them. 


“Well; now that you’re here Justin, | think | may have found something that shed 
some light on the circumstances behind your kidnapping.” Yu spoke up. That wasn’t 
the topic they were discussing prior to Justin’s arrival; Yu had been trying to explain 
the whole fox thing to Yosuke and Yukiko up until now. And he got pretty much the 
exact same reaction out of Yosuke and Yukiko as he got out of Justin and Chie 
respectively. He was a little pissed off at this point, but figured it just wasn’t worth 
getting into an argument over it. Besides, Justin was here now, and he had been 
holding onto this piece of information he had found. Justin raised an eyebrow in 
curiosity. 


“Huh? You found something?” Yosuke spoke up from his desk. He didn’t even know 
Yu was doing research on the topic; let alone that he had been successful. 


“Yes | did.” Yu announced, slightly proud of himself. “Think about it. Everytime 
someone’s appeared on the television before the popped up on the Midnight 
Channel; where has it been?” 


“The news.” Justin remarked, not entirely sure where Yu was going with this. 
“Bingo. So | figured if | just looked up some archived videos on their website...” 


“You might find some footage.” Justin interrupted Yu. He got it now. If Justin had 
infact appeared on the news at some point; they could just look through some old 


footage to try and find him. Knowing exactly what channel he would appear on 
certainly helped them decide what to dig through. Yu smiled, as he pulled out a 
piece of paper he had in his backpack. 


“Well, you remember how you made that joke about walking behind a news reporter 
while they were live?” 


“Vaguely.” 


“You might have been right on the money.” Yu leaned forward to showcase a 
screenshot he had taken, tapping his finger against a slightly blurry person in the 
backdrop. “Tell me that doesn’t look like Justin.” 


“It kind of does...” Chie spoke up in surprise. Justin squinted his eyes to try and 
make out the figure a little more clearly. It did sort of look like him, but there was no 
way to say for sure. And besides, if the killer couldn’t clearly make Justin out in the 
backdrop, would he still target him? Not even to mention that he was just one of 
dozens of people in the backdrop. It seemed that whatever this report was on; it 
had taken place at Junes. 


“Sure, it kind of looks like me. But how can you say for sure?” 


“Because Chie’s jacket stands out like a sore thumb.” Yu smirked slightly, dragging 
his finger just slightly to the side to point out Chie. It was blurry, but there was no 
doubt about it. Justin could never mistake Chie for someone else. That was 
definitely Chie standing next to him; or rather, slightly behind him, as though trying 
to keep up. Chie squinted her eyes a bit before passing a glance over to Justin, her 
jaw slightly ajar with surprise. 


“Well that’s Chie alright.” Justin remarked, placing his finger against his chin as he 
tried to think. HE did spend a lot of time with Chie, so it certainly seemed that it 
could be Justin standing next to her, but alas he couldn’t say for certain. His figure 
was just too blurry. “When was this report aired?” 


“They were doing some sort of report on Junes’ effect on the economy.” Yosuke’s 
face immediately turned into a grimace. He hated when people tried to blame Junes 
for everything. “It aired May 26, and from what | understand, it was a live field 
report.” 


“May 26"... That was the day before everyone voted for class president, right?” Yu 
paused for a moment, his pupils reaching towards the corners of his eyes as he 
tried to think, before eventually nodding in confirmation. “Well that sounds about 
right then. Me and Chie went into the television to ask Teddie something if | recall 
correctly. So that means we were making our way over to the electronics 
department when this footage was shot.” 


“So then that settles it. That’s you alright.” Yu spoke up before taking the picture 
back and placing it in his backpack. Justin bit his bottom lip slightly. Sure, that was 
him on the screen, alright, but it didn’t seem like the killer would just single out 
someone randomly from the backdrop of a news program. 


“| don’t know man; that’s me, sure. But would the killer really target some random 
extra in the backdrop? | mean, everyone else so far has been in an interview, 
right?” Yu shrugged slightly. That was true, but as far as he could tell, this was the 
best they were going to get out of Justin’s appearance on television. 


“Maybe you're right, | don’t know. But this is the best we’ve got for the time being.” 
Justin sighed slightly. If the killer really was picking out random people in the 
backdrop, that was going to make it a lot harder to find his targets if he continued in 
his crime spree. Yosuke coughed slightly, a frown on his face as Yu turned to his 
side to see what Yosuke wanted. 


“So... Uh... How exactly did that news report go? Wi-With Junes | mean...” 
“Huh? Oh, uh... You don’t really want to know.” 
“They completely bashed it didn’t they.” 


“Yeaaaaaah...” Yu groaned slightly as Yosuke slammed his head into his desk. Justin 
couldn’t help but roll his eyes; the guy looked like he was going to start cutting 
himself because someone said something mean about his daddy’s precious store. 
It’s not even like his father owned the place for fuck’s sake, he just managed it. 
Yosuke needed to get the fuck over this Junes shit. 


“Oh calm down Yosuke. It’s a store.” Justin spat out, a slight look of annoyance on 
his face. Yosuke in turn shot his head up from its resting place on his desk, a glare 
on his face. 


“Is it so hard to understand why I’m upset? | mean, what if | insulted your father’s 
business.” 


“Don’t talk about my father.” Justin spat out, his eyes lowering into a glare. Before 
he was only annoyed by Yosuke’s self pity, but now that Yosuke had brought Justin’s 
father into the argument; he was pissed. And Yosuke knew it, given the look on his 
face. 


“Gee Justin, your father sure is a worthless sack of shit. Your father is putting 
everybody out of business. It’s your father’s fault the economy is complete crap.” 


“Say one more word about my father and | will rip your heart out through your 
FUCKING SKULL.” Justin shouted, slamming his fists against his desk with anger. 


Everybody’s jaws dropped at Justin’s outburst, though not for the reasons you’d 
think. They were more or less used to Justin threatening Yosuke or shouting 


obscenities in every direction. What they weren’t used to was Justin’s eyes glowing 
a yellow color; his blue iris’s replaced with golden ones. Nor were they used to the 
Slight echo in his voice as he shouted at Yosuke, as though two of him were talking 
at once, one slightly delayed. 


“Ho...Ly... Shit...” Yosuke muttered under his breath as Justin leered at him; golden 
eyes seeming to pierce straight through his soul. He didn’t know what was going on, 
but he was scared to shit right about now; as he should be of course. Justin soon 
clutched his eyes down in pain, grabbing at the side of his head. He felt like he had 
just gotten shot in the face with a bowling ball right about now with the way his 
skull seemed to buzz. It took a while before he opened his eyes back up, his irises 
returning back to their blue color. 


“What the fuck just happened?” Justin choked up, his head still buzzing like a million 
jackhammers against the inside of his skull. Everyone just sort of passed glances at 
each other trying to figure out what was going on, hoping maybe someone else had 
the slightest idea what they had just seen. But alas, no one did; they had no clue 
what had just gone down in Justin’s head; why his voice seemed so distorted, why 
his eyes were golden, nothing. Justin looked over at Chie, a look of concern across 
her face, her eyebrows curved upwards with worry. 


“Are... You alright?” Chie spoke up. She didn’t know what was going on, but Justin 
looked almost like he had been in pain during his small transformation of sorts. His 
head felt like someone had broken it open like a watermelon, of course, so he 
wasn’t at much of a liberty to say yes. 


“1... Don’t know...” 


“Dude... your eyes...” Yosuke choked up, still slightly in a state of fear from Justin’s 
outburst a moment earlier. 


“Black and blue, yes | kn-“ 


“No dude! They turned yellow!” Justin’s eyes widened slightly, his eyebrows raised 
in confusion. His eyes turned yellow? What the hell was that supposed to mean? 
Was that supposed to be a metaphor or something, cause last time he checked, 
eyes couldn’t change colors. He shook his head to both sides in disbelief before 
looking back up at Yosuke. 


“Yosuke... What the fuck kind of drugs are you on?” 


“He’s... Not lying.” Yu spoke up, his jaw still wide open. There was only two kinds of 
people he knew that had golden yellow eyes; and only one of them was he entirely 
comfortable talking with. However, given the violent nature of Justin’s outburst, he 
had a feeling this wasn’t that kind of person. His hand shook slightly as he started 
to put two and two together. “Justin... Was that...” 


“Was that...?” Justin eventually questioned as Yu struggled to force his words out. 
Yu looked around the group; all eyes on him as he struggled to vocalize his 
thoughts. He could be entirely off base, and if that were the case, he didn’t want 
everyone to get worked up, but... But if he was right; this could be very dangerous 
to all of them. 


“The way your eyes turned yellow, how your voice echoed... I’m just going to say it; 
Justin, was that your shadow just now?” 


Justin immediately started to gag on the air, as if he wasn’t entirely sure he had 
heard correctly. Hell everyone had been starting to give Yu looks of confusion 
themselves. Sure his eyes were yellow, but... Justin killed his shadow, right? He 
couldn't still be around, right? Except... Except for that purple smoke; that smoke 
Justin’s shadow had used to control—Oh dear god. Just as the realization started to 
seep in to everyone’s minds, Justin looked around the room frantically, a look of 
panic on his face. He wanted to pretend it wasn’t true, but... Given the look he was 
getting from everyone, given what he knew about his shadow... Given their deal... 
He believed it. He believed it one hundred percent. He breathed in and out heavily 
as he took in the looks of horror on everyone’s face, his heart pounding against his 
chest. 


“J-Justin...?” Chie choked up, seeing Justin crawling around in his skin. She was 
hoping she'd be able to snap him out of his daze, but instead was only meet by a 
sudden glare; his eyes shifting into that golden yellow color again, his voice echoing 
as he shouted in her direction. 


“Don’t look at me!” Justin clenched his eyes together again, his head pounding as 
he pushed himself out of his desk, dashing for the door. 


“W-Wait! Justin!” Chie shouted after him as he frantically ran out the doorway. She 
immediately jumped out of her seat to try and pursue him; despite the other’s 
objections as she stood up. She didn’t know what was going on, but if that really 
was his shadow taking over, Justin needed help, and he needed it now. She ran 
towards the door, keeping a brisk pace as she tried to catch up with him. Alas, it 
wasn’t much use. By the time she made it out the front door, Justin was completely 
out of sight. She bit her bottom lip slightly. She had no idea where he went, but... 
Goddammit, she couldn’t just leave him like that, could she? But... School was 
starting soon, and her parents would give her so much shit if she left. She had a 
choice now. She could either go back to class or she could keep going and try to 
find Justin wherever it was he went. She sighed slightly before pressing onwards. 
She owed him for beating the shit out of him the day before anyway. 


“Alright Justin, just breathe... Just... Breathe...” 


Justin sat along the riverbank, looking at his reflection in the waves as they came 
crashing in and out. He always used to go to the lake near his house when he was 
having problems; which was almost always now that he thought about it. It was no 
different now that he lived in Inaba. There was something soothing about just 
staring at the water, looking at his own reflection. His reflection was always there 
after all. It couldn’t judge him or the monster he had become; all it could do was sit 
there and listen. He sighed slightly as he placed his cheeks into his palms, looking 
out into the great blue emptiness. 


“My shadow taking over... It’s... It’s not true. It can’t be. My shadow is dead, and 
that’s all there is to it. What happened back there... | can’t explain it, but | know it 
can’t be that.” 


“Oh don’t play dumb. You know what happened.” 


Justin’s head started to pound again as he gripped the side of his head. That... That 
was his shadow’s voice alright. Though that didn’t seem to bother him so much as 
the apparent source of the sound. Looking at his reflection Justin could see its lips 
turn up in a twisted smile. He breathed out heavily as he watched his reflection turn 
into the object of his disgust; the one thing he could always turn to in his times of 
despair turn into the face that still haunted him in his sleep. Justin wasn’t sure how 
to react to the shadow’s appearance. He thought he would be pissed, even a little 
panicked if he saw his shadow again... Yet he felt nothing. 


“You...” 
“Me,” 


“What the fuck are you doing to me...?” The reflection smirked at him, crossing his 
arms. He was finding some sort of amusement in whatever it was he was doing to 
Justin. 


“Vm taking my end of the deal.” 
“Bullshit. | never agreed to this.” 


“Oh, but you did. The deal was that | got partial custody of your mind. Tell 
me; what do you think controls your muscles, your bones, your lips, your 
words? It’s not my fault if you didn’t read the fineprint.” 


“You said I’d know everything you know. Why don’t | know anything then? Was that 
a lie to? Was thatll part of your goddamn scheme!?” 


“I never said it’d all come at once. You really should make your deals more 
specific.” 


“You bastard...” 


“Oh don’t be pissed at me. You made the deal. You should have known 
better than to trust me.” 


“You're right. | should have. | should have killed you when | got the chance, you 
fucker.” 


“Oh you still can if you don’t mind a little... Crossfire.” The shadow snickered 
from within Justin’s reflection. Justin shook his head back and forth, not with disgust, 
but with slight agreement. 


“I’m almost tempted to take that offer.” Justin sighed. He knew damn well that the 
shadow wouldn't die so long as Justin lived. Part of him wanted to say fuck it and 
just blow his brains out right there. His shadow was a monster; and so long as he 
could take control of Justin’s body, no one would be safe. Justin could live with his 
shadow; but he knew damn well the amount of chaos and destruction he would 
cause given the chance. And lo’ and behold, he had plenty of chances. Justin’s 
shadow smirked slightly, chuckling under his breath from his place in the waters in 
front of Justin. 


“But you won’t. You’re too much of a coward to do it. Or is it that you’re 
too selfish?” 


“You think you have control over me? Is that what you want? Well think again. So 
long as a breath, | will NEVER lose control.” 


“Oh, but my dear; you never had it in the first place.” 


No more words were exchanged between the two as the image of Justin’s shadow 
faded away; his reflection completely disappearing from the water in front of him. 
Justin let out a small puff of air as his reflection seemed to vanish in thin air. To 
think the one thing he could always tell his woes and troubles to, would turn out to 
be the one thing trying to single handedly destroy Justin’s life and everything 
around him. Justin looked down into the sand he sat on for a brief moment before 
hearing a familiar voice calling out to him. 


“Justin!” Chie shouted making her way down the shore to where he was sitting. She 
was out of breath and looked like she was worried out of her goddamn mind when 
Justin turned to look up at her. She bent down slightly as she tried to catch her 
breath. She had run the entire way over from the school to here, hoping to catch-up 
with him. If she had known he’d just be sitting here, she might have gone a bit 
slower. “Are you alright?” She eventually choked up; sitting down next to him once 
she managed to catch her breath. 


“Yeah... Yeah, | just needed some time to think...” That was a blatant lie; but Justin 
couldn’t bear to tell Chie that his shadow was still there; watching him, tormenting 
him... being him. “How’d you find me?” Justin asked, looking at Chie’s face. She 
seemed sad, concerned, but not afraid of Justin, or what he had become. She 


probably didn’t understand quite the danger that Justin was now. If she did... If she 
did she would know better than to chase him down; than to associate with him in 
any form. If she was wise; she’d find a way to put a bullet in his skull right now. 


“Well, | figured you wouldn’t go to your house with Maya there, and | remembered 
what you said about that lake...” 


“Ah.” Justin choked up; looking away from Chie and into the sand below him. Chie 
looked at him with concern in her eyes. 


“Justin, it’s alright. We can help—“ 


“Nobody can help me now.” Justin interrupted her, snapping his head towards her 
so his eyes met with hers. “He wants control, Chie. Of me, of my life. | have to hold 
him back; and that’s all there is to it.” Chie averted her eyes from Justin for a 
moment; looking at her reflection in the water. Strangely enough, she couldn’t 
make out Justin’s reflection in the waters; though she paid it no mind. She grabbed 
a hold of Justin’s hand, intertwining her fingers with his as she turned towards him. 


“We’re your friends Justin. It doesn’t matter what’s wrong, we can help you. And if 
that means helping you... control your shadow; we'll gladly do it.” 


“It’s not that simple Chie.” 


“We can still try.” Justin starred at Chie for a while; looking into her eyes as the 
words left her mouth. She was still concerned, but she honestly believed the words 
coming out of her mouth. Justin looked down at the ground for a brief moment, 
contemplating what had made Chie believe that she could help him. He couldn’t 
help but smile at her blissful ignorance. They couldn’t help him, no matter how 
much they wanted to. But she was right about one thing. They could try. And maybe 
it was just the thought that counted. Justin looked back up at Chie, a slight smile on 
his face. 


“Well, | guess it never hurts to try.” Chie smiled a wide grin as she stood up, helping 
Justin back to his two feet; sand giving way under his feet. Chie would have to 
remind herself later to tell Justin to pick somewhere else to run off to from now on. 
Sitting in the sand when you're wearing a skirt is never a comfortable experience; 
not then, not for the next five hours as you try to ignore the sand stuck up your ass. 
“Come on. If we start walking now we can still make it back to school.” 


“Do we have to?” Justin moaned slightly. He was joking of course, but Chie looked 
like she was actually considering the proposal. | mean, she was already late, so her 
parents were probably going to kill her all the same; and it’s not like she ever 
learned anything from King Moron anyway. 


“Well... | mean, | guess we don’t HAVE to.” 


“I’m just joking.” Justin laughed, Chie’s face growing slightly red with 
embarrassment. She was surprised at herself that she hadn’t managed to pick that 
up. “C’mon, let’s go.” 


“Ah. So that’s what you meant.” 


Justin sighed slightly as the interrogator leaned back in his chair; intrigued by the 
story Justin had just told him. He hated admitting there was a time his shadow could 
torment him so much. He still did in a way; but he promised he would never let his 
shadow have control, and he’d die before he let him. Sure, he had momentary 
lapses; but the shadow never had true control. Justin was the one pulling the 
strings; even if his shadow believed otherwise. The detective rubbed at his chin 
Slightly before leaning forward. 


“So then; this deal you made with your shadow allowed your shadow to take 
control; am | right when | say this.” Justin simply nodded his head. “So then why 
didn’t your shadow take complete control then?” 


“There are only two circumstances my shadow can come out. He can come out if | 
let any of my emotions get the better of me... Well except happiness | guess. | don’t 
think he ever came out while | was happy about something. At least, | HOPE he 
didn’t.” He sincerely didn’t, considering most of the time he was happy was when 
he was with Chie. He didn’t need his shadow butting in and doing something stupid; 
even if Chie did recognize the tall-tale signs of Justin’s shadow channeling through 
Justin. She probably wouldn't hold it against Justin if that happened. Probably. He 
could think of one circumstance where that would get REALLY awkward. Justin had 
to thank god his shadow seemed completely uninterested when that happened. 


“| don’t understand. I’ve pissed you off a couple times while you were here; you’re 
shadow’s never come out.” 


“I can hold him back sometimes. It’s difficult though; | have to be completely self- 
aware, have to notice when my emotions are starting to slip. So long as I’m aware; | 
can stop him from coming out.” 


“And when he does come out?” 


“| have to surpress him again; That’s where the headaches come in. It’s very 
difficult to keep him in check once he comes out; so it takes a lot of energy out of 
me when | get him back in.” 


“| see... You said there was a second circumstance.” The investigator remarked; 

curiosity starting to get the best of him. He’d by lying if he said he believed Justin 
when he said his shadow could take control of his body. It seemed almost like he 
was dealing with contextually sensitive multi-personality disorder here; not some 


supernatural forces at work. Of course, this entire case had thrown reason out the 
window; it wouldn’t surprise him if Justin wasn’t lying. There was one way of testing 
it; but if Justin really did have a hard time getting control of his shadow once it 
came out, it might be too risky to test. 


“Anytime we’re in the other world he can take control. Regardless of my emotions. 
He very rarely does though. | don’t think he cared much for the television world 
without his powers.” 


“If you don’t mind me asking... What’s it like when he does come out.” 


Justin just stared at the detective for a while after that; his eyes filled with pain. 
Words couldn't really describe what it was like when his shadow took over. 
“Horrifying. It’s like... Watching a movie where your favorite character dies. You’re 
just forced to watch knowing damn well you can’t change anything. You can only 
shut your eyes and pretend it never happened.” 


“Favorite character dies...? Has your shadow ever—“ 


“Almost.” 


